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Original Poetry. 



[Tan. 



His fine words mean nothing, if aught I Yet truth shall o'er my verse preside, 
demand ; And animate my homble lay, 

How unlike then to Pat's hearty shake of While from the tow'ring crest of pride 
the hand. I pluck the borrow'd plumes away. 



The Spaniard so grave, with his proud lof- 
ty air, 

As I rush to salute him, his mein says, he- 
ware! 

Disgusted, I turn from his Donship so 
grand, 

And sigh for poor Paddy's rough shake of 
the hand. 

The Turk, seated cross-legg'd, receives 
me in state, 

His opium he chews, and his slaves call 
him great ; 

To his lifeless salute my heart will not ex- 
pand, 

But contrasts him with Pat, and his shale 
of the ha.d. 

Even John Bull himself, with his grave 

plodding face, 
Would fain imitate his dear Chesterfield's 

grace; 
Quit aping, my friend, such old hypocrites 

bland, 
And study your neighbour's -warm shale of 

the hand- 
la China good-breeding is quite at its 

height ; 
Go there, if you wish to be truly polite: 
,Man is sever 'd from man by stiff forms, 

all so grand, 
But heart's drawn to heart by a shale of 

the hand. 

From the smart little Greenlander under 

the pole, 
To where, sacred Ganges, thy silver waves 

roll, 
No code of politeness has e'er yet been 

plann'd, 
To compare with the true Irish shake of the 

hand. 

D. L. 



THE ROSE AND THE GERANIUM. 

I HATE detraction, and disclaim 
The wish to injure or destroy ; 

I would hot hurt an honest fame 

For all that India's wealth could buy. 



For ages past the rose has been 

Admired for fragrant scent and hue ; 

By poets call'd the garden's queen, 
And fairest flower that sips the dew. 

But when my artless tale is known, 
Perhaps her majesty may prove 

Deserving of our scorn alone, 

Our pointed censure, not our love. 

One Summer's dav, a full-blown Rose 
Perceived a fine Geranium placed 

Close by her bed, there to disclose 

The beauties which her bosom graced. 

Provoked, she cried,"" Dost thou presume, 
Ignoble plant, to vie with me ? 

Hence, to a more congenial gloom ; 
Light suits a rose, but darkness, thee. 

" I virtue's faultless semblance wear, 
Unlike thy dull unvarying green, 

None with impunity shall dare 
T' intrude as rivals on this scene." 

" Cease," cried Geranium, " nor profane 
The sacred name of virtue here : 

Say, canst thou make thy short-liv'd reign 
As lasting as her date appear ? 

" She blooms unchang'd, contemns the 
power 

Of furious blast or drifting storm, 
And thus Geraniums prove, proud flower, 

Meet emblems of fair virtue's foim." 

The Rose rejoined ; invectives new 

Were found to swell her speech eack 
minute : 

To his parterre the gard'ner flew, 
I'o see what demon had got in it. 

Complaints were lodged, and each exprest 
A wish that he would end the fight : 

" This'' said the Rose, " though I request, 
I'm positive I'm in the right." 

" It matters not," the gard'oer cried, 
" Already you have said too much ; 

As umpire, I will soon decide; 
I know there's magic in my touch." 

He grasp'd the Rose; she droop'd her 
head, 

Her crimson leaves on earth reclined ; 
But as her boasted honours fled, 

She left a rankling thorn behind. 



1814.] 
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Geranium nexj he rudely caught, 
But, doo'm'd in this attempt to fail, 

Repeated efforts only brought 

Fresh odours to the passing gale. 

«' 'Tis thus," he said, " that virtue springs 
Elastic from the touch of woe, 

Care's pressure oft her bosom wrings, 
But cannot lay her beauties Jow." 

" In adverse winds and threat'ning skies, 

Where dangers lurk, or ills await, 
Virtue is ever seen to rise 

Superior to the frowns of fate. 

«' Whilst earth-born bliss, like roses gay, 

The devious path of life adorns, 
But pluck'd, it quickly fades away, 
And leaves us mortals nought but 
thorns." 

June 7, 1813- 



THE THRUSH. 

'TwAS eve, and the sun had just sunk 
from our sight, 

As he ting'd with his gold-streaming splen- 
dour the West ; 

Dim twilight preceded the dark-bosom'd 
night, 

And the woodland's wild choristers hasten- 
ed to rest. 

One only remain'd, on a thorn's topmost 
spray. 

Whence sweetly he pour'd his soft notes 
on the gale; 

With the skill of an artist he raised his 
lav, 

Now brisk seem'd the catches, now plain- 
tive the tale. 

'Tis thus, when adversity's shades are de- 
scending, 

And joy's rosy tints are withdrawn from 
the mind, 

Tho' chill be the blast, and the tempest 
impending, 

Hope, solace of sorrow, still lingers be- 
hind. 

I lister.'d with rapture, as borne on the 

hreeze, 
The strains of rich melody floated around, 
So simple, so soothing, so suited to please, 
That devotion itself was inspir'd by the 

sound. 



And longer the song would have swell'd 

on my ear, 
And the music have longer continu'd to 

charm, 
But quick the gale rose, and the warbler, 

thro' fear, 
Sought a branch less exalted, less subject to 

harm. 

Ah ! hapless removal ! for as he essay'd 
His wild notes again, fate arrested hi« 

breath — 
Grimalkin, who long the fair prize had 

survey'd, 
Caught, crush'd, and coosign'd the poor 

flutterer to death. 

Many years have elaps'd since his music 

was heard, 
Soft warbling amidst the thorn's foliage so 

green, 
Yet oft-times I think on the. beautiful bird. 
And this is the moral I draw from the 

scene ; 

That when Hope sits aloft front this world 
and its care, 

We may listen with safety, for bliss is in 
store; 

But ifearthward she flies, caution whis- 
pers, " beware, 

Let the song of the syren delight thee no 
more." 

11*5 January, 1814. 



SELECTED POETRT. 



ON THE DEATH Or WILLIAM BOSVILLE, 
ESQ., OF THROPE-HALL, YORKSHIRE, 
DEC. 16TH, 1813. 

He was a staunch friend to freedom, 
and to parliamentary Reform; and 
his purse has been always freely open- 
ed to the relief of the persecuted pa- 
triots, who have incurred the ven- 
geance of government, in their en- 
deavours to secure freedom by ob- 
taining reform. 

" MulHs Me Unit ficbilit tccidit.'" 

JLoVD by his friends, and by his foes 

esteem'd, 
For even foes by goodness are redeem'd • 
Above all meanness, for he knew no pride 
Unaw'd by death, unblemish'd Bosville 

died. 



